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"Our poor mother," said Zoe, <chad a mania
for mending. What an amount of darning used to
be done 1"

"Yes, she was fond of her needle. But what I
thought so charming was that before she sat down
to her sewing she always placed a pot of wallflowers
or daisies or a dish of fruit and green leaves on the
table before her just where the light caught it. She
used to say that rosy apples were as pretty as roses.
I never met anyone who appreciated as she did the
beauty of a peach or a bunch of grapes. When she
went to see the Chardins at the Louvre, she knew
by instinct that they were good pictures, but she
could not help feeling that she preferred her own
groups. With what conviction she would say to
me: 'Look, Lucien, have you ever seen anything
so beautiful as this feather from a pigeon's wing ? *
I think no one ever loved nature more simply and
frankly than she/'

"Poor Mother,'* sighed Zoe, "and in spite of
that her taste in dress was dreadful. One day
she chose a blue dress for me at the Petit-Saint-
Thomas. It was called electric blue, and it was
terrible. That frock was the burden of my childish

"You were never fond of dress, you."
" You think so,  do  you ?    Well,   you  are
mistaken,    I should have loved to have pretty